Lee-Enfield or Martini-Henry rifles, quite as
good as those the British have and quite as busi-
ness-like. In fact, most of them have been stolen
from the British.

In twenty minutes we reach Fort Jamrud, a
huge, dreadnought-shaped fortress just ten and
a half miles west of Peshawar. Although the
pass really does not begin for another two miles.
Fort Jamrud is the virtual entrance to it here at
the eastern, or Indian, end. When the fort was
captured by Hari Singh, the commander of
Ranjit Singh, the great Sikh military genius of a
hundred years ago, it was rebuilt in the shape of a
modern battleship. Because of its wireless
tower, the resemblance at a little distance is the
more striking. The walls are more than ten
feet thick. The gates are bastioned, so that if
you batter one down you have still another to
break through before you penetrate even the
outer wall. Inside that, there is still a second
massive wall. A fort of this kind would not
last ten minutes, of course, against modern
artillery, but the frontier tribesmen have nothing
but rifles, and the Amir of Afghanistan as a
potential enemy, would never be able to drag his
mountain guns through the Khybet Pass to
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